i

——

et O e

Beeiyz Grayecs, mee''sg me o the
olf Bostoz Post Foad Y weme Greez-
wich and Bamiord gave me & mes
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maks everyihing guile clear from
start it may e beter W Lark

-
-

v moniba 0 ‘.e <ay on

il
} !, Eia
i
st

Tar
il
!!szlif
ol
!:E!.’!l

é
:
i
;
i

:
§
:
£
!

]

4 ]

i

T
;i
it
i}

F
»
sk
it
|

| 'i
i
B

g ik

kzow. Toull come?™
0 cogrese I come™ | asswered
ser. | ikizk sbe must Rave heard

mers 2 my voloe thas the simple
worls, for ber Hés drooped, for Sust
& breath azd the color famed ssdden

Whleh Bvelys Orayscs acs | frat met borg” Cor Jowered lashes.

Then, a8 sow, we wers cxcs 4riving
. BB & grea: sizty homes
bize, all glistening pale Tk
L & compast wsizcylinder|
dall dusty gray. Put we were
o8 any such broad, roomy thor
a8 the Boston Post Eoad Os
PRIy we weare ahor-ogtring
& Darrow, rough lane, bLesst
walls asd faterrupted at 'o-
by & sertes of smarp aczd
LG e
I shall pever forge tha mo
impremslon ! recelved Out
runlight, it ssemed 10|
pad emerged suddenly @
of Queez Ti'azla oo = wper
be fairest Quesn Titazls !m-
ever conjured—aznd | 1z my
ting spesd was about o
io the gauzy fabnec of that
ereation and rend 1t with|
torturing onrush of relentiess,
nickel steel 1 take :.u[
i for what | &4 Vaolb
My bands scied op
e and beyond all tardy
guidance. For just'z fsahing
gray nose of my car rose |
in strecuous assault it
way o the coplug of
roadeide wall. [ felt my meat dart
from beneath me, was consclous |
my body in wswifi, unsupporied
sorfal flight, and then—but it 1s idle
@ altempt to st down the conglom
arate sensauons of that small fraction
of & second When | regsined con-
, Gueen Titagla was kneel
fag in the dust of the lane beside me
=~ vory diatressed snd anxious Queen
Mitania, with wide, startied eyes, and
guiveringly sympathetle lips—and
about us were a half dozes or more
of the vicinal country folk.

Between that meeting In mid-May
and this meeting on the old Boston
Poat Road In mid-September, there
Bad bean others, of course; for Queen
Mtania, whose every-day name, as |
Bave sald, was Evelyn Grayson, was
the nlece and ward of my nearest
wedghbor, Mr, Robert Cameron, a gen-
teman recently come to reside on
what for a century aud more had been
known as the old Townsbury Estate,
axtending for quite a mlle slong the
Connecticut shore of Long Island
@ound in the nelghborhood of Green-
wieh.

e
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The Intervening four months had
witasssed the gradual growth of as
BEAr an approach (o intimacy between
Cameron and mysell ax was possible
oonsidering the manner of man that
Cameron was., By which statement |
Smeal to Imply naught to my nelgh-
bor's discredit. He wus In all respects
admirable—a gentlemuan of education
and culture, widely traveled, of exalt-
od ideals and noble principles to which
bo gave rigid ndherence. But—I was
about to qualify this by deseribing
bim a8 reserved and taciturn. | fear,
though, to give & wrong Impression
e was scarcely that. There were
moments, however, when he was unre-
sponsive, and he wns never demonstra
tive. He had more polse than any
man | know., He allowed you to see
Just so much of him, and wo more, At
times he waw almort stubbornly ret)
oant. And yet, In splte of these qual
fthen, which appenred to be cultivated
mather than Inherent, he gave repented
avidenoce of n nuture atl once so sim-
ple and kindly and sympathetic as to
command both confidence und nfec-
h.

To the progress of my intimacy
with Evelyn there hnd been no such

) impediment. Bhe waa
muwk--n with o frankness
born of unspolicd innocence; barely
gis weeks baving «lupred between hor
graduation from (he tiny French con
vent of Malute Barbe near Parls and
our m &ncoubler in thet con
tracted, us, yet blesred litie

Boo, after all [ saw very Mt
Ser that evening It is true that
*at on my right st table, piquant
rostkfully teautiful in the softly tint
o light which fSltered through the
pink exi silver Lligree cazdiesbades,
but the atumosphere of the dinpar was
finged BT a vague, uoresscning con-

ing ye undefigable infiuence which
overhung ‘be three of us. Acd when
the rofes and ligueurs were served,
cmpl .slog some plander pretext ‘or
ber going. she bade us good-night, and
left ua, not to retgru.

Iz justios 10 Cameron, | must odd
that be appeared least afected by—
#nd ceriainly In no wise risponsible
for—the pervading infestivity. H: had
been, indesd, rather lesy demure than
was often his womt, chatting with Ak
most gayety conoerning Evelrn's pew
role of Lady Boustiful and of ber
Norton beneficiaries As for the sub
ject upon which be desired to consult
me, it had not been 80 much as men-
tigned; so in looking back, it seems
impossilie that matters of which
neither Evelyn nor | was at the time
Informed could bave exerted an effect,
save through Cameron’s uudetected,
subconecious inducement.

Even after his nilece bhad with-
drawn, Cameron countinuved for a time
to disc se with me toplcs of general
and public, rather than personal, im-
port. He spoke, 1 remember, of a
series of articies on “The Commercial
Resources of the United Statea,” the
publication of which had just begun
In The Week, of which | am owper
nnd elitor; and though [ fanciod at
first that 1t might be in this connec-
tion he wished to consult me, 1 very
soon discerned that he was merely
using a statement contained therein
as a taxt for ceriain views of his own
on the conservation and development
of the country's tUmber supply.

Meanwhile my curiosity grew keen-
er. It was natural, | suppose, that |
should fancy Evelyn Involved in some
winy. In fact | then attributed the de-
pression during dinner to her knowl-
edge of what her uncle and guardian
purposed to say to me. Likewise |
found in this conception the reason
for her sudden and unusual dosertion.
Hitherto when | had dined heres Eve-
Iyn had remained with us while we
emoked our clgarettes, leading us at
length to the musle room, where for
& glad kalf-hour the rich melody of
her youthful sweet contralto volee
mingled In pleasing harmony with her
own plano accompaniment.

And while | vainly made effort to
imagine wherein 1 might have lald my-
self open 1o the disapproval of this
most punetilious of guardians—for |
expecied nothing less thas a studious-
Iy polite reference to some shortcom-
ing of which | had been unwittingly
gullty—I momentarily lost track of
my howst's discourse. Emerging from
my abstruction it was with & measure
of rellef that | heard him saying:

“l1 think you toid me once, Clyde,
that you rather prided yourself on
your ability to get a llne on one's
charncter from his  handwriting
That's why | telephoned for you this
afternoun, | have recelved an anony-
mous letter”

He was leaning forward, a little
constrainedly, his left hand gripping
the arm of his chalr, the fingers of his
right hand toying with the stem of
bis  gold-rimmed Bohemian ligueur
plasn.

“An anonymous letter!™ | repeated,
with a deprecatory smile. “*Anonymous
letters should be burned and forgot:
ten. Hurely you're not bothering about
the writer?

1 wish 1 eould put before you an es-
act reproduction of Cameron's face ss
{ then saw It; those rogged outlines.
the heritage of Beottish ancestry, soft-
ened and refined Ly o brillian! intel

s

Connectirut lany. And shs posscased,

lectuality; the sturdy chis and sguare

the brond Damely soee; the small
but alert. gray eyes. shizizg ‘hrough
the round lenses of his spectacies. The
Egh. broad, siopiag wiite drow and
e ressdisg bevder of dark brown,
shghtly gricsied hatr That super
ficially. was ‘he face Bat 1 saw more
has et In the visage of oo nal-
srally bave | maw o battle waged be
kisd & mauk—g Battle betwees comr-
age and fear: and | maw fear win

Thes 2o mask becams cjagoe obte
Ecre. asd Camerca, giving me sxmie
for smile, was repiyisg |
m-.m-mmml
AacRymons letiers Ordizarily rour
method i the cne | sdould pureee Iz
Good | may say that when, abort &
MmOtk or 8o ago, | received a com-
manication of that charscier, | did
Almos: precisely wha: you sow ad-|
vise. Ceruaisly [ foliowed cneball of
Four prescripuon—! forgot the letter: |
though for lack of fre iz the dog
€are. 1 &d not burn i1, but thrust It
iz a drswer witk az sccumulation |

ryet my anylety wab

o
: .

Iy exaggerated the gravity of the situ-
stion, yet my judgmen! of him was
that bis inclination would be o err
i the opposite direction

“A3nd now something has happened

1o recall it 10 your memory™

Bappened very shortly
after {is receipt,” he replied ~Some
thing very purzling Bul i= spite of
that, | was inclined to trear *he'matter
&3 & bit of clever chicanery, devised
for the purpome, probadiy, of extortion.
As suck, | agaln put §t frem my
thoughts; but today 1 received & sec |
ond letter, and [ adm!t | am Interest- |
ed. Thke afigir bas features which
make [, indeed, uncommouly perplex-
ing.”

I fear my imagination was sluggiab. !
Although, in spite of his dissemblance, |
I saw that be was strangely moved by
tkese bappenings, | could fancy no |
very terrifying concomitants of the |
rather commonplace facts he bad nar- |
rated. For anomymous letters | had
ever beld scant respect. An ambushed
epemy, | argued, Ia admittedly a cow-
ard. And so | was In danger of grow-
ing impatient

“When the second letter came,” he
continued, bringing his left hand for
ward to join his right on the darzling
white ground of the table’s damask, “I
searched among the circulars for the
first, and found {t. | want you !0 asee
them both. The writing Is very curi-'
ous—I have never seen anyihing just
like it—and the signature, if | may call
it that, is still more singular. On the
first letter, | took it for & blot But
on the second letter gecurs the same
black blur or smudge of identical out-
line.”

Of crrse | thought of the Black
Hand. It was the natural corollary,
seting that the newspapers had been
giving us a surfelt of Black Hand
threats and Black Hand outrages. But,
somehow, 1 4id not dare to volee it
To have suggested anything so ordl-
nary to Cameron in his present mood
would have been to offer him offense.

And when, at the next moment, he
drew from an Inner pocket of his eve
ning coat two thin, wax-like sheets of
paper and passed them to me, | was
glad that | had keypt silence. For the
letters were no rough, rude scrawls
of an illiterate Mafla or Camorra. In
phraseclogy as well asm In penman.
ship they were impresaively unique.

“If you don't mind,” Cameron was
saying, "you might read them sloud.”

He rose and switched on a group of
electric wall lights at my back, and |
marked for the hundredth time his
physique—his towering height, his
powerful shoulders, his leanness of
hip and sturdy straightness of limb.
He did not look the forty years to
which he confessed.

One of the long French windows
which gave upon the terrace stood
ajar, and before resuming his seat
Cameron paused to close it, dropping
over It the looped curtains of sllver
gray veivet that matched the walls

In the succeeding moment the room
was ghostly silent; and then, breaking
ugainst the stillness, was the sound of
my volce, reading:

“That which you have wrought shall
in turn be wrought upon you. Take
warning therefore of what shall hap-
pen on the seventh day hence. As
sun follows sun, so follows all that s
decreed. The ways of our God are

thany. On the righteous he showers
blessings; on the evil he pours
misery.”

That wan the firat letter. The see
ond began with the same sentence:

“That which you have wrought shal)
in turn be wrought upon you "

Hut there, though the simllarity of
tenor continued, the verbal Identity
ceascd, It went on:

“Once more, as earnest of what i
decreed, there will be shown unio you
a symbol of our power. Precaution
cannot avall. Fine woids and & smil-
ing countenance make not virtue *

And bepeath each letter was the

When | had finished the reading of
them aloud, Cameron, leaning far back
ia his chatr, sat silently thoughtful,
bis eves narrowed behind his gleases,
but Sxed apparently upon the lights
bebind me. And so, reluctant to Inter-
rupt bis reverte, | started to read
them threugh zgaln slowly, this time

| to myself, Bxing each sentence Indel

Bl in misd as | proceeded. But be
fore | Bad quite come to the end, my
companion was speaking.

“Well? be mald And the light
heerinese of »ls tone was not only in

messenger?” : b

“Bo far as | cen jemrs,

“It 18 very odd,” | commentsd, with
feeble banailty.

I took the lettars from his w
beld them in turn b

hoping, perchance, to discover & Wi
ter-mark in the paper. But | was nst
rewarded.

“You exami!ned the envelopes care

fully, | presume?’ was my query as 1
returned the sheets to the table.
“More than carefully,” he answered,

warksd comtrest with his grave ab-| “But you shall see them, If you ke,
sorption of & moment before, but in |

jarring discord with my own present
mood. ~“Wail? What do you make of
them ™

My annoyance found volce in my re-

sponse.

“Cameron,” | begged, “for God's
gake be serious This doesn’l seem
to me exactiy s matter to be merry
over. I don't want to alarm you, but
sometow | fee] that these—" and I

| #hook the crackling, wax-like sheets,

“th=* these cannot be utterly Ignored.”

‘wut they are anonymous,” he re
terted, mnot unjustly. “Anonymous
letters should be burned and forgotl-
ten.”

“There are aroaymous letters and
anonymous letters,” I gave him back,
in turn. “These are of an unusually
convinelng charscter. Besides, they
—" And then | paused 1 wisked to
tell bim of thst elusive encompass-
ment of sinleter portent which had so
impressed me; of that mallgn forebod-
ing beyond anything warranted by the
words; but | stumbled in the effort at
expression. “Peeldes,” | staried agaln,
and ended lumely, “] don't llke the
look and the feel of them. ™

And now he was as serious as [
could wish
“Ah!" he eried, leaning forward

agaln and reacling for the letters
“You have experienced 1, too! And
you can't explaln {1, any more than 1?

| It Is something that grips you when
|!on read, llke un oy hand, hard as

seel, in & glove of velvel. It's al
ways between the lines, reaching out,
and nothing you can do will stay It
I thought at first | Imagined it. but
the oftener | have read, the more |
have felt its cluteh. The Jetters of
themeelves are nothing. What do you
suppose | care for velled threats of
that sort? I'm big enocugh to take
care of myself, Ciyde I've met peril
in about every possible gulse, In every
part o1 the world, and ['ve never real
ly known fear But this—this Is dif-
ferent. And the worst of it is, | dom't
know why. | cen’t for the life of me
make out what it is I'm sfraild of.”

He had gone very pale and his
strong, capable hands, which toyed
with the two letters, quivered and
twitched in excess of nervous tension,

Then, with a finger pointing to the
ink-stain at the bottom of one of the
sheets, he asked

“What does that ook like to you?

1 took the letter from Lim, and
scrutinizing the rude figure with con-
centrated attention for a moment, ven-
tured the suggestion that it somewhat
resembled a boat.

“A onemastied vessel, square-
rigged.” he added, In «lucldation,

“Exactly.”

“Now turn it upslde down.”

1 did so.

“Now what do you see?”

“The head of a man wearing a hel-
met.” The resembiunce was very
marked.

“A straw helmet, spparently,” he
amplified, “such as s worn In the
Orient. And yet the profile Is not that
of an Oriental. Now, look at your ves-
sel again.” And once more ' reversed
the sheet of paper

“Can It be a Chinese junk? | agked

“It might be a ealllug proa or ban-
en,” he returned, "such as they use In
the SBouth Pacific. But whatever it |s,
| can't undestand what It has to do
with me or 1 with 1t."

1 was still studying the black daub,
when he said:

“But you haven't told me about the
handwriting. What can you read of
the character of the writer?"

“Nothing,” 1 aunswered, promptly.
“It I8 curious penmanship, an you say
~—heavy and regular and upright, with
some Strangely formed letters; es-
peclally the I's anc the p's; but it
tells me nothing.”

“But 1 thought—" he began.

“That | boasted? 8o | did. When
ane writes as one habltually writey |t
is very easy. These letiers, however,
are not in the writer's ordinary hand,
The writing Is a8 artificial as though
you, for example, had printed a note
in Roman characters. Were they ad-
dressed In the same hand? -

“Procisely.”

“What was the poat-mark?"

“*They bore no port-mark. That s
another strange clreumstance Yet
they were with my mall How they
came there | have been unable 1o as-
certgin. The people at the post office
oaturally deny ihat they delivesrsd

meution of the “pussling bappening”
which followed the receipt of the @rst
Jetter, and in the interest provoked by
the letters themselves | had foreborne
tn question bim; but now as the words
“seventh day hence” fell again under
my eye, standing out, as it were, from
the rest of the script which lay wp-
turned on the table before me, | was
corsclous of a stimulated concern, and
#0 made inquiry.

“l wish you would tell me, fret
whether anything really did occur @B
the seventh day. ™

“l was coming to that,” be replied;
but It seemed to me that prompt

' th®ugh his response was, there was &

shade of reluctance in his manner.
Then he rose, abruptly, and sayiag:
“Suppose we go Into my study, Clyds,”
led the way from the dining room,
across the great, imposing, grained

| and fretted hall to that comparatively
' small mahogany and green symphomy

whereln he was wont to spend most

! of his indoor hours, It was always &

rather gloomy room at night, with its
high dark celling, its heavy and vel-
uminous olive tapestry hangiags,
wholly out of keeping, it seemed to
me, with the season—and its shaded
lights confined to the vicinity of the
massive polished, and gilt-ornamented
«riting table of the period of the First
Empire. And it impressed me DOW,
in conjunction with Cameron's prem-
ised revelation, as more than
grim and awesome.

1 remember helping myself w0 a
cigar from the humidor which stood
on the antique cabinet in the cormer
nexr the door. | was In the
lighting it when Cameron spoke. *

“I want you to sit in this chair,” bhe
sald, indicating one of sumptuous wp-
holstery which stood beside the writ-
ing table, facing the low, long book-
cases lining the opposite wall

I did as he bade me, while he re
mained standing.

“Do you, by any chance,” be asked,
“remember a portrait which bung
above ‘he book-shelves?”

| remembered It very well. It was a
painting of himsell, done some years
back. But now my gase sought it In
valn

“Certainly,” | answered. “It hung
there,” pointing.

“Quite right. Now 1 want you to ob-
serve the shell-top. You ses how

crowded it {a."

It was (ndeed crowded. Broass
busts and statuettes; yachting and
golf trophiea in silver; framed photo
graphs; a score of odds and ends, sou-
venirs gathered the world over. There
was scarcely an inch of space umoe
cupled. 1 had frequently observed this
plethora of ornament and resented it.
It gave to that part of the room the
semblance of a curiosity shop. When
I had nodded my assent, he went on:

“On the afterncon of Friday, August
twenty-firsl, seven days after the re
ceipt of that first letter, | was sitting
where you are sitting now. | was
reading. and deeply interested. 1 had
put the letter, an I told you, entirely
out of my mind. | had forgottem it,
abaclutely. That seventh-day business
I had regarded—If 1 regarded It at all
—as |dle vaporing. That this waa the
afternoon of the seventh day did mot
occur to me untll afterwards. 1 recal)
that | paused In reading to ponder a
paragraph that was not quite clear to
me, and that while in contemplation 1
fixed my eyes upon that portrait. 1 re-
member that, because it struck me,
then, that the flesh tinta of the face
bad grown muddy and that the thing
would be better for a cleaning. 1 e
call, too, that at that moment, the Jii-
tle clock, yonder, struck three. [ re
sumed my reading; but presently, an-
other statement demanding cogitation,
I lowered my book, and once more my
cyes rested on the portrait. Byt mot
on the muddy flesh tints, becagse—"
he paused and leaned forward, towards
me, speaking with impressive empha-
sis. “Becnuse,” he repeated, “there
were no flesh tints there. Because
there was 0o hend nor face thare!™

| sat up suddenly, open-mouthed,
speechless. Only my wide eyes made
question

“Cut from the canvas,” he went o,
In lowered volce, “clean and sharp
from crown to eollar. And the hands
of the clock pointed to 1welve mine
utes past three."

(TO BE CONTINUED,)




